CHAPTER 166 


October 5, 2011 


“| just read that right, right?” 
“1... Think you did.” 
“Okay. Fuck this book.” 


Justin and Chie were sitting at his house, blanket cast over the shoulders, school 
assigned reading in their hands. Brave New World to be precise, and it was... just 
awful. And they were only like a chapter in too; how bad do you have to screw up to 
fuck up a book that early on? Shitty reading aside, the two sat there, sick as sick 
could be around midday, trying to at the very least be productive with their down- 
time, getting some school work done. They immediately regretted that decision. It 
was no surprise that Justin was sick; that was pretty clear the day prior when he was 
shivering in what was fairly standard weather, when his head was hotter than 
Tabasco sauce that had been thrown into a hot oven for a week. Chie on the other 
hand kind of came as a surprise. Though what was more surprising, Chie getting 
sick or the fact that she had snuck out of her house just to be in the room with 
another sick person, Justin couldn’t really say. He couldn’t say he disliked having 
the company though, what with Maya out working. She knew Justin was sick; but 
the difference between someone like Maya and someone like Chie was that Maya 
really just did not give a fuck. Not because she didn’t care about Justin’s health 
mind you, but she knew it would pass. She didn’t need to call in sick just because 
Justin was too lazy to make himself a bowl of soup; he could handle himself just 
fine. 


“Not even twenty pages in and Kindergartners are fucking each other. | don’t know 
what’s worse, the actual content of this book or the fact that it’s critically 
acclaimed. You know that means there are people that looked at this and were like 
‘oh yes, | do enjoy a spot of kiddie porn in my literature’.” Justin went on an 
aggravated tangent, perhaps getting a little too pissed off over a book he hadn’t 
even finished. Not that Chie could really reprimand him all that well when she was 
sneezing up a shit storm. It probably would have been a better idea for her to stay 
home in bed rather than walk in the freezing cold just to be sick with Justin. | mean 
what was the point? She just felt lonely or something? That’s what phones were for. 


“We only read one chapter; it probably gets better...” Chie tried to look on the 
bright side, though she herself was finding it hard to believe that a book that had 


started with kindergartners running around and humping each other got much 
better. It had to though, right? People HONESTLY couldn’t just enjoy a book where 
this crap happened, right? Justin shook his head, throwing the book off to the side, 
knocking SOMETHING over, if the sound of breaking glass was any indication. He 
didn’t seem to care though; the chill running up and down his spine was just too 
much for him to think of anything else really. 


“| don’t intend to find out. I’ll print out the sparknotes later.” Justin shighed, sinking 
back in the couch slightly, his end of the blanket sinking with him. It was a small 
blanket, so generally, anytime one of them moved, the other had to move with 
them. The two were practically shoulder to shoulder; which was probably a bad idea 
when they were both sick. If they didn’t have the same thing, which they probably 
did, they sure as hell did now. “I’m starting to remember how much of a pain in the 
ass being sick is... Hey Chie, promise you won’t get made if | ask but... why exactly 
are you here again? Wouldn’t it be easier to stay home and burn off the fever?” 
Justin questioned after a moment, his curiosity starting to get the better of him. 
Chie sneezed as the question assaulted her ears, not as a direct result mind you, 
she WAS sick after all, but she sneezed all the same. You could really tell she was 
sick because all along the bridge of her nose was completely red; and it only 
seemed to grow redder the more she sneezed. 


“My parents are at work right now, so it’s really quiet at my house. Gives me the 
creeps.” Chie explained, a slight shiver shooting down her spine as she justified her 
residence on Justin’s couch. Justin’s eyebrow shot up with curiosity. If it was just 
because it was too quiet for her taste, why hadn’t she just thrown on some music or 
watch TV? And since when was Chie squeamish over the quiet? 


“What about Kenji? You should have just let him in your room.” Justin pointed out, 
knowing already Chie had pretty much locked the mutt out of her room. Chie 
shrugged. 


“That’s... not really the same thing...” Chie countered. There was a difference 
between noise and sound; and she vastly preferred noise. It meant that stuff was 
going on; anything could make a sound. Her dog could bark all day, but it wasn’t 
quite the same as hearing the bustle of her parents down stairs or the chatter of 
people outside her window. “Besides; | don’t want to get him sick too.” 


“Oh, but you’re okay with getting me sick!?” Justin counted sarcastically. Chie gave 
him a playful shove, neglecting to recall that the blanket was wrapped tightly 
enough around each other that whenever one tipped to the side, so did the other. 
Sending Justin hurdling over with that shove ultimately resulted in her falling after 
him, landing on him in the process, head falling into his chest. Justin couldn’t help 
but laugh, despite how embarrassed Chie was about the accident. It was just a little 
collision after all; it wasn’t too big of a deal. If anything Justin kind of found it cute, 
in a weird way. “Hellllooo, miss. Something | can help you with?” 


“Knock it off.” Chie grunted, rolling her eyes as she pushed herself off of Justin, in 
turn pulling him up with her, giggling the whole way there. He wasn’t sure what he 
found funnier sometimes, the actual things Chie did or the way she reacted when he 
tried to flirt with her. Sometimes she took it really well; other times she got really 
embarrassed, like now. And there was very rarely any indication as to which way 
she was going to react. It was kind of like a guessing game in ways, but Justin didn’t 
mind. Variety is the spice of life after all. 


“Besides, dogs don’t have the same genetics as us; they can’t catch the same 
stuff.” Justin elaborated a little more, explaining to Chie that her excuse was pretty 
much completely bullshit. Chie seemed intrigued at the very least. She thought she 
knew all there was about taking care of a dogs, yet she never actually knew that 
dogs couldn’t catch the same shit humans could. Either she had a lot to learn or it 
was her just not being too bright acting up again. Not that this was common 
knowledge or anything; she really should stop beating herself up about not knowing 
some of this stuff. 


“Wait, really?” Chie questioned. Justin just nodded a bit in response as he reached 
out to the table in front of him for the remote. He figured if they were going to be 
trapped her for a good four or five hours, they might as well watch a movie or 
something. At least until Chie needed to sneak back to her house anyway. That was 
probably the part about Chie being here that concerned him the most. Chie was 
pretty visibly sick, which meant whatever she caught couldn’t have been all too 
good to be walking around in the cold weather with, especially all by herself. 
Leaving her room was probably the worst decision she could have made, as happy 
as Justin was for her to be here with him. “I don’t know, | guess | just wanted 
someone to talk to.” Chie admitted. She couldn’t really think of any other excuse to 
be here other than it was kind of lonely being trapped in her bedroom during a 
school day. She couldn’t just call Yukiko up on the phone to keep her company or 
anything, and Justin still hadn’t fixed his phone from that scene he had caused in 
Junes over Maya’s disability. He had made a couple passing jokes about possibly 
dropping his phone in the toilet so he could just get a new one, and if it weren’t for 
the fact that that would involve him sticking his hand into a grotty piss stained 
toilet, he might have actually considered it. 


“Well you know me Chie, I’m always here when you need someone.” Justin smiled 
as he stared at the television screen, flicking the screen on before shuffling through 
the channels in search of something the two of them could watch. In retrospect, he 
should have let Chie have the remote, since she liked very little of what Justin liked 
in movies and television. They both liked Quentin Tarentino and they both liked 
Scrubs; but that was about the extent of their commonality in that regard. Chie 
smiled at him for a moment before leaning over and giving him a quick peck on the 
cheek. 


“| know.” She remarked quite simply, yet sweetly at the same time. Justin didn’t 
even mind the fact that one of them was probably going to walk away with the 
other’s disease now, how kissing him was such a shitty idea when they were both 
sick as fuck, but then he realized, he didn’t give a fuck. At all. He smiled at her, 
leaning his skull slightly to the side to rest it against hers, absorbed in a wave of 
blissful euphoria for a brief moment. Hell, he had almost forgot he was channel 
surfing for a moment, but Chie gave him a quick shove with her shoulder to snap 
him out of his daze. Oh what cruel games she could play, enchanting his world and 
then snapping him back to reality in a matter of seconds, like teasing a cat with a 
ball of yarn. Still, Justin went back to flipping channels, skipping past stuff he 
wouldn’t have minded watching in favor of Chie’s choice in programming. And by 
that Justin meant he skipped right past everything. He tried to force the cooking 
channel as a hint, but Chie was much too smart for him to pull that on her. 
Eventually though, Justin was frozen in place by an all too familiar phrase. 


“Hi, I’m Johnny Knoxville, and this is Jackass.” Justin paused, passing a glance at 
Chie, then back to the screen, then slowly back to Chie. He had probably seen this 
movie a hundred times over, and it was probably going to be shit censored on 
television, but come on. They HAD to watch it. It was like, the perfect movie to 
watch with friends. Except that one with Steve-O being used as human shark bait. 
That was... um... yeah. Chie seemed to be examining Justin as he turned his eyes 
her way. It was clear she didn’t want to watch it; though she sure as hell could tell 
Justin did. It took a moment before she sighed and rolled her eyes in what had 
essentially become her giving Justin permission to do something incredibly stupid. 
Not that watching Jackass was stupid. 


So basically, they sat there and watched as a bunch of grown men crowded into a 
shopping cart and went flying down the hill, fruit stands and shit exploding at every 
turn to make it look really dramatic. | think a fat guy fell off at one point, but let’s be 
honest; no one was watching the fat guy take a tumble when a bunch of grown men 
were riding a shopping carriage. In all fairness, Chie did have to admit that she got 
a couple of laughs watching the chaos unfold in slow motion. She wasn’t really into 
the Jackass kind of humor, but there was just something so silly about the scene 
unfolding in front of her, that even if it was pretty immature of a bunch of grown 
men to be doing this kind of shit, she couldn’t help but chuckle. It was too over the 
top for her not to. 


“You know, one of these days we’re going to have to get Yosuke to let us take a 
carriage from Junes and do this with the hill overlooking town.” Justin chuckled a bit, 
partially at the movie, partially his incredibly stupid idea. Didn’t he read the 
disclaimer at the beginning of the movie? These stunts were done by trained 
professionals! Do not reenact anything you see at home! Man, fuck those warnings; 
they’re just the man’s way of bringing us down. Fuck you, man. | ain’t apart of your 
system! Chie immediately stopped laughing to glare at Justin. She had heard a lot of 
stupid things come out of Justin’s mouth, but this was by far the stupidest. At least 


no one would really get hurt with his other ideas; this one was pretty much 
guaranteed to kill everyone involved. 


“Are you stupid, or just crazy?” Chie remarked with stupefied shock; almost 
surprised that even Justin was that dumb. Of course, it wasn’t a serious suggestion 
Justin was proposing, not that he’d be entirely against it; rather just him poking fun 
at the stupidity on screen. Chie was the only one here that was taking Justin 
seriously; though that could also possibly be attributed to the fact that there was no 
one else besides those two here. That’s like saying out of two people only one of 
them kicked the other in the balls. That’s still 50%, dammit. Still; it was always fun 
to mess around with Chie, and this was no exception. 


“All work and no play makes Justin a dull boy...” Justin chuckled in an almost sinister 
fashion, a wicked gaze in his eyes. He had considered trying to force himself to get 
angry for just a moment to let his shadow’s golden eyes shine through and scare 
the ever living shit out of Chie, but there was a LOT wrong with that plan. For 
starters, it would involve letting loose his shadow; which was ALWAYS a bad idea in 
every circumstance. Secondly, Chie would kick the ever living shit out of him, once 
for being a shadow, once for letting the shadow out just to give her a scare. And 
finally... He just couldn’t force himself to be angry for shits and giggles; it was kind 
of contradictory, an oxymoron if you will. You couldn’t do both at the same time, it 
was physically impossible. 


“...What?” Oh yeah, and the best part was Chie had apparently never seen the 
Shining. Which was perfect because there was only one other movie Justin could 
think of that involved crazy people; and really, they didn’t sound all that crazy. 
Justin chuckled a bit, slowly turning to look Chie dead in the eyes, a sinister almost 
vacant look in his eyes. Justin wasn’t a very good liar, but he could act like a real 
good psychopath when he wanted to apparently. Maybe he SHOULD have taken 
Drama; show them all how it was done. 


“Chie? Darling? Light, of my life. I'm not gonna hurt ya. You didn't let me finish my 
sentence. | said, I'm not gonna hurt ya. I'm just going to bash your brains in.” Justin 
backed away for a brief moment to slap the tip of his fist into his palm in an almost 
threatening manner. “Gonna bash 'em right the fuck in!” Justin started to laugh 
hysterically, the way a mad man would when getting satisfaction out of his twisted 
ways. Or at least he was until Chie kneed him right in the gut. He could almost taste 
the blood filling his lings right now. When Chie hit, she hit hard. “-otherfucker!” 


“Hands off, buster!” She shouted, backing away slightly, as if she actually thought 
Justin was serious when he said half that shit. | mean come on; WHY would Justin 
just feel like smashing Chie’s skull in when but a brief moment earlier they had 
been getting all lovey-duby with each other. Justin groaned in pain, holding his now 
bruised gut in an attempt at trying to numb the pain. 


“Dammit Chie, | was joking!” Justin grumbled before rolling off the couch in pain. 
Again; the blanket was still tied around their bodies, however, so when Justin went 
tumbling down to the floor, guess who went with him? And ironically enough, she 
managed to smack her head on the table on the way down. Pretty hard given the 
sound her head made as it bounced off the wooden surface. As if she wasn’t sick 
enough already without breaking a bone or two; and a vital one at that. Justin was 
in too much pain from having his gut explode all over his insides, but even then he 
was very much alarmed by Chie presumably cracking her skull wide open against 
his living room table. “Holy shit! Are you alright?” Chie groaned a bit, pressing her 
fingers against the side of her skull, eyes half open in what you could tell was her 
clearly trying to fight off the pain. She didn’t seem to be having any troubles staying 
conscious though, so that was a plus side. Her pain filled frown slowly shifted to a 
tiny grin, a chuckle under her voice all the while. At least she wasn’t pissed about 
Justin damn near killing her with his table at least; that was a plus, right? 


“| thought you said you were joking about bashing my brains in?” 


